Sae it's she's dune her doun tae her faither's guid stocks O but her luve it wis easy won An she's stolen the best keys thair for mony's the brave lock For tae lowse him out frae his prison sae strang An it's she's dune her doun tae her faither's guid stables O but her luve it wis easy won An she's stolen the best horse that wis baith fleet an able For tae cairry thaim owre tae bonnie Scotlan Bit as thae were ridin across thon Scots muirs He cried, "O but yer luve it wis easy won Get ye doun frae my horse ye're a brazen-faced hour Altho ye're the flouer o Northumberlan" "It's cook in yer kitchen A shairly will be Altho my luve it wis easy won For A cannae gae back tae my ain countrie Altho A'm the flouer o Northumberlan" "It's cook in my kitchen ye cannae weill be O but yer luve it wis easy won For my ladie she winnae hae sairvants like ye An ye'll need tae gae hame tae Northumberlan" "For A hae a wife in my ain countrie O but yer luve it was easy won An A cannae dae naethin wi a lassie like ye An ye'll need tae gae back tae Northumberlan" An, sae laith wis he thon lassie tae tine, O but her luve it wis easy won He's hiret an auld horse an he's hiret an auld man Tae cairry her hame tae Northumberlan (Continued on next page) 
